

The mefi Lamentahle Tragedie 

Outofher fauourvvherelaminloue. 

Ben, Alas chat loue fo gentle in his view. 

Should bee fo tyraneos and rough in preofe. 

Rtmtt. Alas that loue, whole view is noulHed ftill. 
Should without eyes, fee path-waies to his wil: 
Where (hall we dine? O me: what fray was here? 

Yet tell me not, for I haue heard it all: 

Heres nnuch to doe with hate, but more with loue: 
Why then O brawling loue , O louing hate, 

O any thing of nothing (irft created: 

O heauiclightncfle, ferious vanity, 

Milhapcn Chaos of welfeeming formes, 

Feather ofleatl, bright fmoke, cold Her,ncke healthy 
Still waking fleepe, that is not what it is. 

This loue feelc I, that feele no loue in this, 

Doeft thou not laugh? 

Ben. No Coze, I rather wcepe. 

Good heart at what? ’ 

Ben. At thy good hearts opprefsion. 

Romeo, Why fuchjsloues traofgrcfsion. 

Griefcs of my o wne lie heauy in my breft. 

Which thou wilt propagate to haue it prelf. 

With more of thine, this loue that thou haft Ihowne, 
Doth ad more griefe, to too mUch of mine owne. 
Loue is a fmoke made with the fume of ftghes. 
Being purg’d, a fire fparkling in leuers eyes , 

Being vest, a fca noutifl.it withlouing teares, 

What isit elfc? a madneffe moft difcrcet, 

A choking gall, andapreferuingfwect: 

Farewell my Coze. 

Ben. Soft, I will goe along. 

And ifyou leaue me fo, you doe me wrong. 

Tut,Irhaueloftmyfclfe,Tamnoihcrtf, 

This is not R^men ; hees fome other where. 

Ben. Tellmeinfadneflcjwhoisthatyouloue? 

Rom. What fliall I grone and tell thee? 

Ben, Grone, why no; but fadly tell me whoi 
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Rom. Bid a ficke man in fadneffe make his will: 

j jit vr^d to ooc that is fo ill . ^ 

Rom. h .S ? - faire Coze IS fooneft hit. 

With Cupids ittovi, fhe hath 7) tans wit. 

From loucs vfeake childifti Bow flic hues vnehatmd. 

Shcc will not ftay thefiege of ouingtcaioies, 

Nor bide th’ incountcr of affaihng eyes. 

NoropcberlaptoSaina feducuig gold, 

O (he is rich in beautie,oncly poore 

TW f»o™e', <r« L «m Bitt li« ch.ft » 

She ba«h,atjd in that fparing makes huge waft: 

For bcautie fteru d with hejr feueritie. 

Cuts beauiie offftom all pofteritie. 

She is to fa ire, too wife, wifely too tairc. 

To merit bliflc, by making me defpatrc : . 

She hath forfworne to loue, and in that vow. 

Doc 1 hue dead, that liue to tell it now. 

Ten. Be ruldc by me,forgct to thtoke of her. 

Rom. O teach me how 1 fhould forget to thinke. 

7^. By giuing liberty vnto thine eyes. 

Examine other beauties. \*„.,.,*a;nhmore 

Ro. T’is the way tocafl hers (exqu.fitc) lo queftjon more, 

Thefc happic Maskes that kilTc 

Being blackc, puts vs in minde they hide the tauc . 

He that is ftrooken blind, cannot forget 

The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft. 

Shew me a Miftris that is paffing faire. 

What doth her beautic ferue but as a note. 

Where I may rcade who paft that paffing fauc . 

Farewell thou canft not teach me to forget, - 

Ben, He pay that dodtinc, or ellc dye in debt* Rjtter 






